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Poctr.
THE BUSTLE.

BY A MEMBER OF THE MARION LITERARY AND
PHILOSOPHICAL SUCIETY.

Haste, Venus! danghter of the purple wave,
Unveil on earth thy radiant charins no more.
Hie maid of beauty to thy coral cave,
Thy peerless reign, alas! toosoon is o’er.
Nor longer now ye ariless Graces rise,
Your forms in sweet perfection to display;
Love, grace, and beauty, withthe goddess dics,
Since now lamode proclaims the *“Bustle’s™ sway.

Hail Humpback’d muse! if such a muse there be,
OF Gords begat or of the briny sea.

List to my song, sweet goddess now attend,

And with my verse thy humpiest nombers blend.
From Helicon, or Parnassus’ height,

Look o’er my page and guide my pen aright.

Tell me, ye daughters of the tuneful Nine,

If one of you e’er wore a hump behind?

Tell me ye sisters of the graceful Three,

If suchabump on one of you there be?

Oh say! sweet goddess of the nimble chase,
Does such a hump your outward woinan grace
Proelaim it, mistress of the rosy morn,

Does such a hump your outwaid Eve adorn?
Speak, gentle Hebe, thou fairest of the fair,

And if a hump thou hast, sweet goddess tell us where.
Hail, beauteous Psyche! whom artless Nature blest,
With charms by far mere porfect than the rest;

In praise of whom, both gods and men combine,
Say, lovely sprite, wearest thou 3 hump behind?
In vain, alas! the sculptor’s god-like art,

Bids grace and beauty into being start!

In vain, ha moulds the female form divine,

If Venus lacks an extra hump behind!

In vain, Apollo strikes the tuneful Iyre,'

And all the Muses in her praise conspire!

Even Poets sing 'mid Tempe’s flowery maze,
And Gods combine to utter forth her praise!

Ah, no! >mong all in vain I seek tofind,

A maid who wears a shapeless hump behind.
Proclaim it, daughters of the tuneful choir,

And touch my song with notes of lignid fire,
YWhilst now I sing of etiquette, the laws,

Extol Za mode, and plead a “‘Bustle’s™ cause.

Hail, beauteous hump! mysterious bustle say!

Of flesh and blood, of rags, or bran, or hay,

Art thou compesed, and des’t thou claim

A local situation and a mame?

Say whence thou sprung, and what thy use and end,
And these I promise with my verse to blead. =
Thouart, indeed, the pride of every belle,

Who delights at all to cutan extra swell,

And, by thy aid, secure the utmost honor

That feathers, rags or hay, can Aheap upon her.

I know of humps, at least a scora inall,

Which have been wora from time immemorial:
‘T'o wit: the back, the shoulders; and ’lis said,
That humps abound upon the smoothest head.
Now, if from these paternity you claim,

Then tell me, pray! what is your proper name?
Some call thee -Bishop,” **Bunkey,” * Tournure,”
And others by at least a dozen more. '

But now, forsooth myself will call thee ““Bustle,”
Which means, youknow, to frisk about and hustle,
Or move, at least, within so small a compass,

As not to raise a riot, row, or rumpus.

But these aside, in thee alone we find,

Love, grace and beauty, in one Aeap combin’d.

In thee alone, new beauties rise and live,

Which only art and etiquette can give.

Among the grave, the gay, the sad, or merry,

Each maid displays, a hump la Dromedary;

The rich, the poor, tho’ duns and debts enframmel,
Are found equipped, la a la mode de Camel.

The young, the old, though long since tired of fashion,
Alike delight, the extra bump to lash oh.

In truth, ’tis strange, the Gods should thus mistake,
And place such beauties on a Drom2"y’s back
When Venus sure, this mark of grace should claim,
And raise complete, her beauty, back, and fame.
Hail, wond’rous age! when Nature’s perfect law
Resigns the contest to a bag of straw;

When fashion bold, embracing every whim,
Augments the form where Nature fain would trim,
And taste, as fickle as the fleeting wind,

Must needs altach an extra hump behind;

While youth and beauty, bending neath the load.
Becomes a martyr to the laws de mode,

But, spite of these, I'll plead a *“Bustle’s™ cause,
Extol la mode, and emulate the laws,
The age, the custom, etiquette and taste,
The largest bustle, and the slenderest waist;
And if forthese, I'm favored by the fair,
I’ll add the grace, the manners and the air,
For all are written in that perfect code,
The Laws of Fashion, or in French Ja mode.
ORIE.
From Graham's Magazine.
THE QUAKERESS BRIDE;
OR; THE FIRST STEP.
BY MRS. EMMA €. EMBURY.

“Well met, Harry,” exclaimed Edward Morton,
as he encountered his friend Wilford in Broad-
way; “Ihave two questions toask you. In the
first place, whatdo you call that oddf?ooking vehi-
cle in which I'saw you riding yesterday, and in the
second, who was that pretty little sister Ruth seat-
ed so demurely beside you 7"

“My new carriage,” said Henryys laughing,
“having been invented by myself has the honor
tol‘i)qar my nag:e; it i_s callled a Wilford ; I will
sell it to you cheap, if you like it, for that
Danforth has ordeI:’ed oge of the saﬁme paﬁerm
{]'w:;’ll never sport mine after he comes out with

is. as

“And so because a fool follows your lead, you
throw up your cards;. you will have enongh to do

if you carry out that rule in all your actions— |
Thank you for your kind offer; but-really I am !

neither rich nor fashionable enough to drive about
town in such a Welsh buttertub. Now, answer,
my second question ; who isthe lady ?—has she
been‘;nanged slﬂ hotlxﬁr of the vehicle 2”

“No, but she wi obably bear t i
inventor in due time.’PI T st

“Can it be possible, Harry? have you 11
determined to turn Benedict before tl:uay ple;;.tre};

of freedom have palled upon your taste? Have
you seriously reflected _uKan all you are about to
relinquish#, Have you thought upon the pleas-
ant tefe-a-tetés, the agreeable flirtations, the man
delicious ‘love ges’ which the admired Har-
ry Wilford is privileged to enjoy while he roves
at latge, but which will hereafter be denied to
hm;lwho wears the clanking fetters of matrimo-
ny ?”
“I bave thought of every thing, Ned:

tell you the truth, I am ry ing": to g'et.1r :ilrne% ‘t}c}
the aimless, profitless life I now lead.”

“And, therefore, you are going to turn merchant

and marry ; you will have a considerable amount |

to add to profit and loss by these experi <
Pray whe is the enchsntrzas that hzl:: 1‘::'109;1; 80
wc:néi]:robu;: st;ﬁell of transformation ?”
‘She sthe primitive name of Rache

was both -born and bred in the Jittle vi L:ﬁ‘
Westbury, where, as I am told, a fashionable cut
coat or one of Leary’s hats would be regarded as s
foreign curiosity. ‘She has never stirred beyond

the precincts of her native place until this spring | ing jewels, and well-displayed beauties of fashions
r:fnuve

when she acco ied a newly- ed
{to our gay city. Indeed she has been kept so
strietly within the pale of her society, that if her
\cousin had not fortunately married out of it, the
| lovely Rachel would probably have walked quiet-
'ly to mecting with some grave young broad-brim,
'and contented hersclf with a drab bonnet all her
life.”
| “So your inamorata is country-bred. By Jupi-
‘ter, 1 shall begin to believe in the revival of witch-
‘craft. Is she rich, Harry?”
| “Isee the drift of your question, Ned; but you
are mistaken if you think I have looked on her
through golden spectacles. She is an orphan
with sufficient property to render her independent
of relatives, but not cnough to entice a fortune-
hunter.” :

«Well, if any one but yourself had told me that
Harry Wilford, with all {is advantages of purse
and person, had made choice of a little rusticated
Quakeress to be his bride, I could not have be-
lieved it,” said Morton. “Pray do you expect this
pretty Lady Gravely to preside atthe exquisite
dinners for which your bachelor’s establishment
has long becn famous? or do you intend to forego
such vulgar cnjoyments for the superior pleasures
of playing Darby to Mrs. Wilford’s Joan in your
chimney-corner ?”’ .

“No quizzing, Ned,” said Wilford, smiling.—
“Rachel has been well educated, and the staid de-
corum of the sect has not destroyed her native ele-

ance of manner.”

“But the drab bonnet, Harry:—can you, the
pride of your tailor and the envy of your less taste-
ful friends,—you, the very prince of Broadway ex-
quisites—you, the American Brummel, “who
would as willingly have been caught picking a
pocket as wearing a glove two days, a hat two
wecks, or a coat two months—can you venture
to destroy the reputation which you have acquired
at such cost, by introducing a drab bonnet to the
acquaintance of your be-plumed and be-flowered
| fernale friends ?”

“Wait awhile, Edward; Rachel has not yet
learned to admire the gayeties of our city; hereyes
have been too tong accustomed to the ‘sober twi-
light gray,” and she is rather dazzled than pleased
| with the ‘splendor of fashionable society, but she
| has too much of womanly feelings to continue long
| insensible to womanly vanity.” -
| “Well, success to you, Harry; but let me beg
| you to lay an interdict on that ugly bounet as soon
as you have aright to exercise your marital au-
t thority.” ;
|  Wilford laughed, and the two gentlemen part-
ied; the one to fulfil an engagement with the
| pretty Quakeress, and the other to smoke a cigar,
drink a mint julep, and laugh at his friend’s fol-

Iy.
{ " Harry Wilford had been so unlucky asto come
into posscssicn of a large fortune as soon as he at-
(tained his majority. I am not in error, gentle rea-
|der, when [ say he was unlucky, for daily experi-
| ence bears witness to the fact, that in this country,
at least in nine cases out of ten, a large inheritance
is a great misfortune. The records of gay life, in
| every large city, prove that the most useless, most
| ignorant, most vicious, and often the most degra-
)ded among the youth, are usually the sons of plod-

ding and hoarding parents, who have pawned ! pretty Qnikeress, and she, little versed in the arts 'braids, and was just completing his tas
!heallh, happiness, aye, and sometimes inlegrity—

; the very life ofthe soul—to procure the gold which
{ brings the destruction of their children.

‘scholars, while his eccentric fits of study, which
‘served to give him the highest rank inhis class
' only showed how much more he might have done,
| if industry and perseverance had been allowed to
!direct his pursunits. Like his careerin the uni-
| versity, had been his course through life. With
'much latent energy of character, he was too infirm
| of purpose to become distinguished either for virtue
‘or talent. The curse of Ephraim seemed to have
| fallen upon the child of prosperity, and the im-
| pressive words of the ancient Patriarch—*“Unsta-
| ble as water, thou shalt not excel”—might have
‘showed forth his destiny. His fine talents were
| wasted in empty witticisms; his classical taste
i only served to direct his lavish expenditure, and

| his really noble feelings were frittered away in
i hollow friendship, or in transitory attachments.—

' Handsome, brilliant, and, above all, rich, he be- |

' came the idol ofa coterie, and intoxicated by the
| incense which smoked before him, he did not per-
‘ceive that its subtle influence enervated all his no-
bler faculties. Yet Wilford had escaped the con-
tagion of vice. The dark stain of eriminal exccss,
. which too often sulliesthe cloth of gold moredeeply
than it does the coat of frieze, had never fallen up-
‘on his garments. He counld not forget the trem-
 bling hand which had been laid upon his infant
- head when he offered up his innocent prayersat a
mother’s knece. He remembered her dying sup-
plication, that her child might be kept “unspotted
rom the world,” and her gentle face, beaming with
unutterable purity and love, often interposed itself
' between him and his tempter, when hisheart would
have failed from very weakness.
. Harry Wilford had completed his thirtieth sum-
.mer, and yet he was a bachelor. Theartillery of
| bright eyes and brighter smiles had been levelled
,at him in vain; the gentler weapons of sweet
j words and often glances had been equally ineffec-
(tual.  His heart had been captured again and a-
gain, but it was a far easier task to gain thanto
'keep it. Indeed, it was like an ill-garrisoned bor-
 der fortress, and generally surrendered at discre-
| tion to the first enemy that sat down before it, who
- was sure to be soon driven out in turn by another
 victorious assailant. He was too universal a lov-
| er, and until, like Apelles, he @ould unite in one
| woman the charmswhich he ulmired in twenty,
there seemed little™ probability of his ever being

‘the many who_courted the attentions of the hand-
some Mr. Wilford, there was none that seemed to
have discovered the fine gold which lay beneath
the surface of his ‘character. The ‘very exuber-
ance of flowers and fruit which the soi?r produced

 prevented one from expecting any hidden treasure,

|for it is not often that the precious things of earth

{are found beneath its gay adornments. We look

'in the rugged bosom of the mountain, and thus
Wilford's friends, content with the beautiful blos-
soms of fancy and wit which he lavishly flung a-

which he possessed. . .
Wilford had frequently imagined himself “in
love, but aomethi;;-qu had giways occurred to unde-
ceive him, and to resolve his pleasant fancies with
very disagreeable facts. He had learned that the
demon of selfishness often lurks under the form of
an angel of light, and he began to distrust many
of the fair beings who bestowed upon him their
 gentle smiles. He had received more than one

'severe lesson in human nature, and it was ve
| soon after officiating as grooms$man at the bridal
of a lovely girl whose faith had once been pledged
to him, that he first met the young and guileless
Quakeress. There was something so pure and
vestal-like in the delicate complexion, ‘saft blue
&y:;, and simple braided hair of the gentle Rachel

Wilford was instantly charmed. His eye, so

Wilford | jng out upon the gay throng n Broadway, when

| had passed through college with the reputation of | her cousin entered with a small packet in her
being one of the most gifted and most indolent of hand.

' The box was consigned to his poeket, and the of-

won to wear the chain. 'The truth was, that of ' have been thrown away for the present; I must
]

[
toilet, when a small parcel, accompanied by a de-

| licate rose-colored note, was placed in her hands.

| for the diamond, not under the bank of violets, but i follows :

y | round, suspected mot the mohle gifls of inte ectisr.l;and.ingn]aoutthe church door on such an occa-

lE.')iﬁnful to me in the thought that the blushing

Ty |and a&ade your brightness from the stranger's

able belles, rested with a sense of relief on the
sober French gray silk, and transparent lawn
neckerchief which so careftill{ shaded the charms
of the fair rustic. He saw the prettiest of tiny
feet peeping from beneath a robe of far more de-
corous ren than the laws of fashion then allow-
ed—the whitest of white hands were unadorned
by a single jewel—and the most snowy of necks
was onlydiscovered by the swan-likegrace which
rendered it visible above its envious screen of
muslin. Even in the society of F'riends, wherea
beantiful complexion is almost as common to the
females as a pair of eyes to each face, Rachel was
remarkable for the peculiar delicacy of hers. It
was not of that waxy, creamy tint, so often con-
sidered the true fashionable and aristocratic com-

———

the “winds of heaven” have never visited the face
except through the blinds of a carriage; or wasit
the flake-white and carmine-red which often claims
for its essor the reputation of a brilliant tinc-
ture of the skin. Even the old and wom-out
similes of the lily and the rose, would have failed
to give an idea of thedelicate hues which added
such a charm to Rachel's countenance; for the
changing glow of her soft cheek,and the tracery
of blue veins which adorned her snowy brow,
could never be imaged by a flower of the field —
Harry Wilford thought he had never seen any
thing so exquisitely lovely, so purely fair, as that
sweet face when in perfect repose, or so vividly
bright as it seemed when lighted by the blush of
modesty.  There are some faces which nire
shadows to perfect their beauty ; the eye, though
bright, must flash beneath jetty lashes, the brow,
though white, must gleam amid raven tresses, or
half the effect is lost. But Rachels face, like that
of joyous childhood, was all light. Her hair was
silky and softas an infant’s, her eyes blue as the

and all beauty.

Rachel had been left an orphan in her infancy,
and the relatives to whom she was indebted for
her early nurture, were among the straitest of a
strait sect; consequently, she had imbibed their
rigid ideas of dress and manners. Indeed, she
had never wasted a thonght upon the pomps and

plexion, because supposed to be an evidenee that | pe

chemisetteof simple lace, her
arounid ‘her small head and plai _a sing
braid behind: such was the bridal attire of the
rigid little Quakeress.

“And the veil, Rachel,”
sin. :

«Why, rather than shock Harry’s delicacy,
said she, half smilling, “I believe I will wear it
but I shall look very ridicalous in it.”

The veil fell in rich folds nearly to her feetyand |
nothing could be imagined more beautiful than
her whole appearance in this plain but' magnifi-
cent costume. . _

“You want a pearl comb, or something of the
kind, to fasten this veil properly,” said one of the|
bridearlr]mids. bl noe RS Moes el
“What a pity you not e box,” whis-

her co[:xgn.y Rachel smiled as she replied.
“If I had ever dreamed of wearing such an un-
usual appen as this, perhaps I might have re-
tained the rose at least.”

Rachel had taken the first step when she con-
sented to adopt the veil; the second would have
cost her lgss trouble.

Immediately after the ceremony, Mr. and Mrs.
Wilford set off for the Springs. A servant hadi
preceded them with their baggage, and Rachel
soon found herself in the midst of a more brilliant
circle than she had yet seen. The dayafter their
arrival she was preparing for a ride, and a crowd
had collected on the piazza to admire Wilford’s
elegant equipage and fine blood-horses. But an
unforseen anno had occurred to disturb the
bride's feelings. Attired in a dress of dark laven-
tler-colored silk, she folded her white cashmere
around her shoulders, and opened the band-box
which contained her bridal hat. This had only
been sent home on the morning of her marriage,
and having been instantly forwarded with the
other baggage, she had not yet seen it. How was

i foltilnad phwl[q
|

whupered her cou-,

l
l

?

summer heaven, her lips like an opening rose-bud; | she startled therefore, to find, instead of the close
it was a face like spring sunshine, all brightness | cottage hat which she had ordered, as the nearest

.

ssible approach to her Quaker bonnet, a gay
E:;Icing French affair, trimmed with a wreath of
lilies of the valley? What was to be done? It
was impossible to procure another, and to despoil
the bonnet of its (?owers gave it an unfinised and
slovenly appearance. Harry affected to condole
with her, and finally persuaded her to wear it

vanities of the ‘world’s people,” until she visited
the gay metropolis. The sneers which her plain
dress occasioned inthe circle where she now
moved, and the merry jibes which young and
thoughtless companions cast upon her peculiar
| tencts of faith, aroused all the latent pride of her
‘nature, until she actually felt a degree of triumph
in exhibiting her quaint costume in society.

If Wilford had been charmed with her beauty,
he was in raptures with her unsophisticated char-
acter. After ringing the changes on sentiment un-
til his feelings were ‘hike sweet bells jangled out
of tune; it was absolutely refreshing to find a
dams¢l who had never hung enraptured over the
passionate pages of Byron, nor breathed the volup-

of her heart, admired and quoted the gentle Cow-
| per, as the prince of poets. “She has much to
| learn in the Emrt’s lore,” said Wilford to himself,
| “and what pleasure it will be to develope her in-
| nocent affections.”

|

of coquetry, modestly accepted the gift.
1 One morning Rachel sat by

“Here is something for you, Rachel, a love to-
(ken I suppose,”’ said Mrs. Hadley. Rachel blush-

ed as she opened the envelope, but her color deep-! dame M her ,
hue when she unclosed | in such a manner as to preclude the possibility of

a morocco box, and beheld an exquisite set of wearing either cape or scarfaccording to her usu-

! ened to an almost angry

|
|
[}

| pearls.

“Beautiful I’ exclaimed Mrs. Hadler
“I shall not keep them,” said Rachel quietly.

tuous songs of Moore, but who, in the simplicity |

rather than expose herself to the charge of affec-
tation by assuming her travelling calash.

“Ce n'est que le premier pas qui coute,” said he,
'to himself, as he saw the blush mantle her lovely
'cheek when she contemplated her reflection in the
mirror.

“What shall I do?” exclaimed Rachel, “it does
not half cover my head; I never wore such a
flaunting. flaring thing in my life: T wish I had
my veil, for I am actually ashamed of myself: ah,
here it is, coz must have put it into the box, and
I dare say it is she who played me this trick
about my bonnet.”

So, throwing on her splendid veil to hide her
| unwonted finery, Rachel took her husband’s arm
and entered the carriage, leaving the gentlemen
'to admire her beauty,and the ladies to talk about
her magnificent Brussels.

Six months after her marriage, Mrs. Wilford
was dressing for a party ; Monsienr Frisette had

So he offered his hand to the ' arranged her beautiful hair in superb ringlets and

when
'the maid accidentally removing her embroidered

the window, look- | handkerchief from the dressing-table, discovered

' beneath it the box of pearls.

“Ah voila Madam, de very ting—dat leetle
rose vill just do for fix dese curl” said Mon-
sieur.

As she continued her toilet, she found that Ma-
had trimmed the corsage of her dress

al habit. She could not appear with her neck
quite bare, and nothing remained but to cover it
with the medallions of her pearl necklace.

“Not keep them, pray why ?"” asked her cousin. | In short, when fully dressed for the party, some

“Because I should never wear them, and be-

' cause Mr. Wilford has not kept his word with me.

He promised never to interfere with what be call-
| ed my style of dress, and I told him I would never
' lay aside my plain costume, though I was willing
| to modify it a little for his sake.”

“Here he comesto answer for himself” said
Mrs. Hidley as Wilford entered. “You are just
|in time,” she continued, “for Rachel is very angry
| with you.”

Rachel could not repress a feeling of pride and
Ipleasure as she looked on the graceful form of|
| her lover, who, taking a seat beside her, whisper- |
| ed “Are you indeed displeased with me, dearcst?

reason had been found for adopting every
ornament which the box contained.

“Justas I expected,” said Wilford, mentally,
as he conducted her to the carriage; “Rachel has
taken the first step: she will never put on the
drab bonnet again.”

- L] - - L

Three years after the event just record-
ed, the fatal red flag of the auctioneer was
secn projecting from one of the upper windows of
a stately house, and crowds of the idle, the curi-
ous, and the speculating were entering the open
door. It wasthe residence of Harry Wilford.

“Well, how things will turn out,” said a fat,

| PraK what is my offence ?”
| 8 ]e replied by placing in his hand the box of
rls.
“Do you then reject so simple an offering of af-
fection, Rachel ?” said Harry; “you should not
' regard those gems as the vain ornaments of fash-
_ion, but as the most delicate and beautiful produc-
tions of the wonderful world of ocean. Look,
can anything be more emblematical of purity.”—
- And as he spoke he placed a pear] rose upon the
 soft golden hair which was folded above her white
 forehead.
i Rachel did look, and, as the large mirror re-
flected her beautiful face, she was conscious of an
i impulse, (almost her very first) of womanly van-
ity.
| "I cannot wear them, Harry,” said she, “neck-
| lace and bracelets would be very useless to one
who never unveils either neck or arms, and such
 costly head-gear would be ill suited to my plain
'silk dress, and lawn cape.”

Wilford had too much tact to press the subject.

fence was forgiven. e
Ce n'est que le premier pas qui coute,” said he

as he walked home, “my fifteen hundred dollars

proceed more cautiously in my work of reform.”

The morning fixed for the marriage at length
arrived. Rachel was in her apartment, surround-
ed by her friends, and had just commenced her

She, of course, opened the note first; it was as

_ “Forgive me, my sweet Rachel, if onthis morn-
ing, I venture to suggest a.single addition to your
simple dress. There are always idle persons

sion as a wedding, and I am foolish enough to be
unwilling that the careless eye of every indiffe-
rent spectator should scan the exquisite beauty of
your face to-day. There is something extremely

eek of my fair bride should be the subject of
cold remark. Will you not, for

: sake, dear-
est, veil the rich treasure -of your

veliness for
the request, but for once forgive my jealousy,

B .

The parcel contained a Brussels lace veil of'
surpassing richness, as delicate in its texture, so
magnificent in its pattern, that Rache] could
not repress an exclamation of pleasure at the

sight. ;
Her toilet was at len completed. A dress

| long dazzled with the gorgeous draperies, glitter-

of plain white satin, finished at the neck by a

one brief hour? I know I am selfish-in making |ity w

frowsy dame, as she seated herselfon a velvet so-
fa, and drew a chair in front of her to keep offthe
throng. “Sit down, Charlotte,” continued she, ad-|
dressing a newly married niece, “sit down, and
let us make ourselves comfortable until the auc-
tioneer has done selling the kitchen furniture.—
Only think—the last time I was here before, Mrs. |
Wilford had a great party, and the young folks
all came in fancy dresses, and I sat on this very
sofa. That was only three months ago, and now
every thing has gone to rack and ruin.” '

“How did it all happen?’ added a pleasant
looking woman who stood near.

“Oh, Mrs. Wilford was awfully extravagant,
and her husband thought there was no bounds to
his riches, so they lived too fast; ‘burnt their can-|
dle at both ends,’ as the sayingis. They say Mrs.
Wilford hurried on her husband’s ruin, for he had

: " made her decidedly a leader of ton.
o ol s

& Rl

beauty, her elegance of manners, and herh c%ﬁi
change. She was
to him with all the

ford not but regret the
ever onate and %evoted
carnestness of womanly tenderness, but he was a-
shamed to tell her thatin obeying his wishes she
had actually gone beyond them. He hoped that
it was only the novelty of her position which had
thus fascinated her, and yet he often found himsel
regretting that he had ever exposed her to suc
temptations. : A

But new and unlooked-for trials were in store
for both. The estate of Mr. Wilford had always
been managed by his uncle, a careful merchant,

seemed to possess the Midas-like faculty of con-
verting every thing he touched into gold ; and sat-
isfied thaty as he was the old man’s only heir, the
property would be carefully husbanded, Wilford
gave himself no trouble about the matter. But the
mania for real estate speculation had now infected
the whole nation. The old gentleman found him-
selfthe ridiculed of many ‘a bold spirit who had dash-
ed into the stream and gathered the gold dust
which it bore along; he had long iithstood the
sneers of those who considered themselves wise in
their generation, because they were pursuing a

could no longer resiat the influence! He obtained
the concurrence of his nephew, and thus furnished
with double means struck boldly out from the safe
haven where he had been ensconced. Every thing
went on swimmingly for a time; his gains were
immense, ‘upon paper—but the tide turned, and
the result was a total wreck. '

It was long ere Wilford became aware of his
misfortunes. Accustomed to rely implicitly on
his uncle’s judgment, he reposed in - indolent secu-
rity until the tidings of the old man's bankrﬂiicy
and his ownconsequent ruin came upon him like a
thunder-bolt. He had been too long the child of
prosperity to bear reverses with fortitude. He had
no profession, no knowledge of business, nothing
by which he could obtain a future livelihood; and
now, when habits of luxury had cnervated both
mind and body, he found himself utterly beggared.
He brooded over his losses in moody bitterness of
spirit long before the world became acquainted
with his situation. He even concealed them from
his wife, from that mistaken and cruel kindness
which thinks. to lighten the blow by keeping it
long suspended. “How can I overwhelm her
with sorrow and mortification by telling her we
are beggars?’ he cried, in anguish. “How can
I bid herdescend from the lofty eminence of wealth
and fashion and retire to obscurity and seclusion ?
How can I be sure that she will bear the tidings
with a patient spirit? T have sown within her
young heart the seeds of vanity, and how can
[ hope to eradicate now, the evils which have
sprung from them ?
that is now left, and how we are to live on that [
cannot tell.© Rachel cannot bear it—I know she
cannot 7"

His thoughts added new anguish to his re-l-

grets, and months of harrowing dread and anxie-
ty passed away, before Wilford could summon
courage to face manfully his increasing misfor-
tunes. :

Mrs. Wilford had long intended to celebrate
her husband’s birth-day by a brilliant party, and,
quite unconscious of the storm which impended
over her, she issued her cards nearly a month pre-
vious to the appointed evening. Harry Wilford
knew that the party ought not to be given ; he
knew that it would bring a discredit to him, and per-
haps censure upon his wife, for he was con-
scious that his affairs were rapidly approachinga
fatal crisis; but he had not courage to own the
truth. He watched the preparations for the party
with a boding spirit; he looked sadly and fondly |
upon the brilliant attire of his young wife asshe
clided apout the gorgeous apartments, and he felt
that he was taking his last glance at happiness)
and comfort. The very next day the principal
creditor,a fat, oily-faced, well-fed individual, re-
markable for the regularity of his attendance, and
the loudness of his responses at church—a man
whose piety was carried to such lengths that in the

Her own little fortune is all |

who, through the course of his whole life, had L‘g

fear lest his left handshould know the good which
his right hand did, he was particularly careful not |

ness to serve his own interest in the mart and the
market place—this man, after pledginghim in the
wine-cup, and parting from him with the cordial
grasp of friendship, met him with a legal edmand
for that which he knew would ruin him. .

The fatal tidings could no longer be withheld
from Mrs. Wilford, and she was roused from the
langor which the fatigue of the preceding eve-
ning had left both on mind and body, by the tid-
ings of her husband's misfortunes.

“It is as I feared,” thought Wilford, as he ob-
served her overwhelming emotion, “she cannot
bear the degradation.”

But he was mistaken. There isa hiddenstrength
of character, which can only be developed by the
stroke of calamity, and such was possessed by Ra-
chel Wilford. -A moment, and but a moment,
she faltered ; then she was prepared to brave the
worst evils of her altered fortunes. Wilford soon
found that she had both mind to comprehend and
judgment to council. Ere the morrow had pass-
ed, half his sorrow was assuaged, for he had found
comfort and even hope in the bosom of his young
and devoted wife. There was only one thing over

been speculating too deeply, and was in debt, but |
his creditors would have waited if she had not giv-
en that last dashing party.”

“ How do you know that fact?’ asked the oth-

which she still deeply grieved, and this was her
fatal party.
“ Had you only confided in me, Harry,” said

she, “worlds would not have tempted me to place

er,,

" «Oh, from the best authority—my husband is'
one of the principal creditors,” replied the dame
with a look of dignity; “he told me the whole|
story as we were going to the party, and declared |
that he would not stand such dishonest dealings : |
so the very next morning he was down upon Mr. |
‘Wilford, and before twelve o'clock he had com-

pelled him to make an assignment.”

And it was among such people—men and wo-|
men who would sit at the hospitable board with |
murder in their hearts—who would share in thei
festivities of a household even while meditating
the destruction of that pleasant home—it was,
among such as these that Wilford had lived—it
was for such as these that he had striven to change
the simple habits and artless manners of his true-
hearted Rachel. It was the dread langh of such
as these which had led him to waste her energies
?:uwell as his own, in the pursuit of fashion and

y.

Wilford had succeeded even beyond his inten-
tions in imbuing his gentle bride with a love for
worldly vanities. er wishes delicately but ear-
nestly. e?rmed, together with the new-born van-

hich her unwonted adornments engendered
in the bosom of Rachel, gradually overcame her
early habits. One by one the insignia of her sim-
ple faith were thrown aside. Her beautiful neck
was unveiled to the admiring eye—her ungrace-
ful sleeve receded until the rounded arm was visi-

ble in itsfull pmmmms—l.ha skirt, following the
laws of fashion lost several ees of longitude,

until the beauty of Mrs. Wilford’s foot was no lon-
g-er-ndnp\m.blz. fact. In short, in little more than

next ﬂven up; nothing was reserved—not even

two years after her marriage, her wealth, her

you and myself in so dishonorable a light. How
could youn see me so unconscious of danger, and
treading so heedlessly on the verge of ruin, with-
out withdrawing me from it? Your own good
name, Harry, aye, and mine too, have suffered. —
Our integrity has been doubted.”

“Idid it for the best, Rachel; I would have
spared you as long as possible.”

“It was most illjudged kindness, Harry; it has
ruined you and deeply injured me. Believe me,
a wife is infinitely Emp ier in the consciousness
that she possesses her husband’s confidence, than
in the discovery that she has been treated hkea
petted child; a being of powers too limited to un-
dglrsf:md his affairs or to be admitted to his coun-
cils.

Mrs. Wilford did not merely meet her reverses
with fortitude. She was resolved to act as became
a high minded woman. Her jewéls were imme-
diately disposed of, not stealthily, and as if she
dreaded exposure, but by going openly to the per-
sons from whom they were pul‘cﬁld; and thus
realizing at least two-thirds of their original cost.
Thesum she immediately appropriated to house-
hold debts; and with it she satisgeﬂ the claims of
all those who supplied them with daily comforts.
! colﬂfi not reatt,l” she said, “if I felt there was one

iving who might say I wronged him out of
the very bread I havegeaben%r" The farniture was
the presented by her own friends, nor the
work-box, the gift of Harry. Lodgings quiet and
respectable, but plain and cheap, were taken in a
private boarding house. Every vestige of their
former splendor was gone, and when all was over,

wife sat down together to form plans for (Le
ture. . T'he past seemed like a ' troubled dream .
Scarcely six months had elapsed since their g, *
ly mansion had been the scenes of joyous festiyi..
and the very suddenness with which’ distress
come, seemed to have paralyzed their sense
fering,

would not accept without consulting you»
Harry, as they sat together in their neatly-fuyng,
ed apartment. “Edward Morton offers me 1}, ;h- :
uation of book-keeper, with a salary of a thoygy, | &
dollars “

vife; constant emplo
et your troubles, and a thousand dollars” adde] |
she, with a bright smile, “will be a fortuy, o
ns'"

Wilford gloomily, “but it cuts down a man’s prid
to be reduced to the condition of a hireling.”

beggar as your husband, Rachel.
your twenty thousand dollars, added to my salary
will give us something more than the mere ¢qy,.
forts of life.”

turning very pale.

enough to risk your little prope
was secured you by a marriage scttlement, apd
no creditor can touch it unless you should assigy, »
it.” Ed

that Wilford, conquering his false pride, rnterd
upon his duties in the counting-room of his ol
friend Morton.
wearied, sad, and dispirited ; but
with a face so bright, that he almost forgot the an.
noyances of the day.

——— A —

fu.

ih_;. n EJ
hag
f suf
“I received a proposalto-day, Rachel, whj,}, I

|

r annum.”
“Take it, by all means, dear Harry,” «jg his 8
ment will make yoy g

“I suppose I had better accept his offir”

said

“Do not make me ashamed of my husband, dear

Harry,” was the eainest reply ; “do not suffery, (8%
to blush for the weakness and false pride whjy,
can think only of externalshow. We can live very
confortably on your salﬂry, especially when
have the consciousness of mtegrity to sweeten o
gambling scheme for wealth; but at length he| privations.” v

“Y ou forget that you are not quite so muc}, ,
The il‘ller(-s_q of

“What do you mean, Harry?” asked his wife,

“Why,” you do not suppose I was scoundy
Ity, Rath(.']_; that

Rachel made no reply, but fell into a lone fi, e
musing. i -
It was but a few days after this conversation, #

0
- |

He returned ear]lYl in the evening,
18 wife met him

“How happy you look, Rachel,” said he, asshe

drew her chair beside his, and laid her hand upen
his arm.

“I am indced happy, dear Harry, for I amnow

no richer than yourself”

“I don’t understand you,” replied Wilford, with

a puzzled look.

-

“You gave me a most unpleasant picce of news

the other day, Harry, when you told me that my
paltry little fortune had been preserved from your
creditors, and now I am happy in the conscious-
ness that no such reproach can attach tous. |
have becn closeted with your lawyer this momn-
ing; he told me about twent
would clear off all claims against you, and by this
time I suppose you are free.”

thousand dollars

“What have you done?”
“Handed over my marriage settlemont to your

assignees Harry'—

“And reduced yourself to a bare subsistence.

Rachel, to satisfy a group of gaping creditors, whe
would swallow my last morsel ifthey knew I wu
left to starve.”

“The debts were justly due, Harry, and I woull

rather that the charge of illiberality should attach
to them, than of dishonesty to us.”’

“You have never known the evils of poverty,

my poor child,” said Wilford, despondingly.

“Nor do I mean to experience ‘them now, dear

husband; you will not let me want for comforts.
and you scem to forget that, though you havetnd
to spoil me, my early habits were those of econe- |
my and frugality.”

“So you mean to atlept vour simple Quaker hal-
b . P

itsagain, Rachel,” said Wilford, more cheerfully: !
“will they include the drab bonnet also ?”

“No,” returned the young wife, her fuce dim
? Y ™ 7

pled with joyous smiles; “I believe now, that a
much vanity lurked under my plain bonnct, aser-
er sported on the wave of a jewelled plume. and
vet,” said she, after a moment’s pause, “whm |

1
| threw off my Quaker garb, I took my first stepin l
to do any—a man who would first sit at a feast| error; for I can trace all my folly, and extrav :

and store up the careless SaYings Ofconvivial frank- | gance, and waste of ﬁme’ to the moment when |

first looked with pleasure in that little mirroru

diligence—is well worth all the price at which it

*
Saratoga.” .

“Well, well, dearest, your first step has notld = -
you so far astray but that you have been able mest =
nobly to retrace your path. I am poorer thanl = !
ever expected to be, yet richer than I could ever _
have hoped ; for had I never experienced a revers:
of fortune, I should never have learned the worth ]
of my own sweet wife.”

Henry Willford was right; and the felicity =
which he now enjoys in his own quict and cheerr =
ful home—a home won by his own industryand &

"

was purchased, even though it cost him his whole |
estate.

it was with a feeling of reliefthat the husband and
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ARRIAGE HORSES -For sale, an exel
lent span of Carriage Horses. Apply at the office
March 16. 1542,

PAINTING, &c.

— N

e

The subscribers are prepared to execute all kinds of

HOUSE 4vo sioxn PAINIING.

Imitatioos of every variety of Marble, and of all kin®

i

of Wood ; also, Wall Painting, Paper-hanging, Gildinz. &
Glazing/ &c. &c., altended toat the shortest notice, and
done in a saperior style of workmanship.

Military Flags paiuted in the nea'es i

style, on the shortest notice, and much cheaper 1770

they can be done elsewhere.

[0~ Reler to the Adje

tant General of North Carolina-]

Persons wishing Painting of any descristion executel,
by calling at the Shop next door to the Banlk of the
State, may expect to have it done to their entije saii#
faction.

Raleigh, Nov. 3, 1841.

b

C. & S. FRAZIER.
con.--369/.

DR. LIN'S
TEMPERANCE LIFE BITTERS
May be taken by the most fastidious.

THE GROG-DRINKER will find himself weantd

from his desiroyer by the use of these bilers

while the longing, vacant feeling will be satisfied, with* * % |
out the direful effects of resorting 1o that curse of 1h¢

homan race—Tre BorrLs.
topers, and become sober. Try them, all ye who%i#l
to cultivate ““Temperance in all things.”
not use these pills and bittersio save his character 283

Try them, then, all }*

Who will

citizen, as well as his life from desiruction and an €8"
ly end? Let all use these, and only ihese remedits,
who desire health and all its attendant blessings. A
SickNess is, in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, v¥ .
ing 1o some imprudence of the person suffering it. ' Ore I
ounce of prevention is worth a pennd of cure.” There |
are but few who would not live 10 a good old sge. "

in all particulars they lived as.they ought.
and practising prudence, will do it.

T!Jl'uﬁ'_“é )
Reflect, then; &

not expose yourselves. All have it in their power, 19

great extent, lo gaard their own healih.

Humanl'

10 yourself should begin firet. How, then,can you®* o
humane? Guard against all excess, and takethe CF
nese Blood Pills, and use the Temperance Biters—

These will purge, cleanse, purify, fortify, and streng!h
en you. y

Never purge withoutgenice to follow. B¥

move. by the pills, the cause, and prevent, by the E“l' :
ters, the recarrence of that eanse. Will yovu doit'—
Or will you risk your doctor’s bill and yoar life B |

neglecting it? Choose ye—and while you may.

Prepared by COMSTOCK & CO., 71 Maiden Last t“

New York. »
07 For sale az N. L. STITH'S, ir
one door above Messrs. W & A STITH:
383 6m.

March 2, 1842,




